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In spite of variations his strength continued to
increase until one day he announced to Mrs. Railton,
' I find I can stand office work now, and I am going
back to Headquarters.' The words fell like a weight
on her heart, as she sorrowfully realized, ' This will
involve our separation.1

The year had brought another son, Nathaniel, an
intensely nervous and delicate boy, needing a mother's
constant care. * I can't leave this baby, if he is to
live,' she said. 'No, not for a day! We shall be
parted; you will go back to all that old life, and I shall
never see you ! '

Strangely enough, in none of their plans had they
ever contemplated a separation. It was a sorrowful
experience for both.

In spite of Railton's previous theory, that babies
ought * to be let loose and not coddled,' his fatherly
eye saw that this frail mite could not long exist without
the special care of his mother. She had tried leaving
him for short seasons, but the attempt always proved a
failure. And so it came about that, except for rare
intervals, their work lay apart for years.

They had planned everything so differently, had
hoped always to work side by side; she his faithful,
indefatigable aide-de-camp, his right hand whether in
oftice or public work, and now one feeble pair of
clinging hands had power to after all this !

The babies of their acquaintance, as far as they
could know them, were healthy, hearty specimens that
slept all night and apparently laughed all day, and
could either accompany their mothers or be safely left
for a day or two with a trustworthy guardian. But
both their owTn children had to be studied and watched
day and night, and as for the * trustworthy guardian'
theory, that shared the. same fate as many another of
such " theories ! Mrs. Railton herself confesses, ' I
tried it, but we could not get the right help, and
nobody did for them as I would have done myself.'

The birth of a little girl a year later shattered for
ever any lurking hopes they might still have cherished,